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to us, with a familiar light denied to outsiders. No
finer, truer art could have come to the aid of a
writer than the touch of profound kinship and
knowledge with which she has handled the theme.
Through wonderful letters, memoried conversation,
and quick transcript of events she tells us about
her father, and her brother, and brings her narra-
tive down to the present day when less is allowed
to be told about them than ever before. Perhaps
it is our sense of this intolerable obscuration which
gives to each word about Jawaharlal Nehru an in-
expressible glow; we read extracts from his recent
letters, incomparable in their majesty and forgive-
ness, and in their sheer artistic power, with poig-
nant delight.

But there are many unforgettable portraits in
this book; the most tender and distinguished being
those of the mother and of the aunt whom the
author has adored. They live in the great house
for ever, enshrined in our imagination. A number
of brilliant sketches, apart from those of family
members, live in the context of the author's most
significant experiences.

Strangely enough, this is not a political book
even though, in a sense, it is nothing but that. This
is so, perhaps, because politics when it becomes one
with our creative being, ceases to be merely politi-
cal. It cannot then be viewed apart, or given a
doctrinal or eventful significance. Of events and
incidents there are plenty in this book; act by act
they unfold even as India's destiny is enacted on
the stage of our national civilisation. But they are
never related extraneously; occasions which have
shaken the whole country seem to appear inevit-
ably in the setting of this chronicle. When millions
are sharing an epical existence, and heroism is a
daily event, political sensationalism and dire threats
are shamed into inconsequence. This is particularly